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one complete circle  of the short hand of a watch, and that at
leisure.

On our return from Sidi-el-Halawi we re-entered Tlem9en
through one of the several great portals. Threescore beggars,
some in rags, some without them, were basking in the noonday
sun against the walls. Sheep and goats, on the other hand,
were, like Miloud and I, skirting along the angle of the wall in
shade to avoid the hot sun. Horses and donkeys stood under
plantain-trees which bordered a high-road, and near tents where
swarmed babies, young dogs, and kids, all mixed up with pans
and kettles, wooden kouskous dishes, sieves, coils of rope, and
sheepskins; in short, all the accessaries which correspond with
the thousand-and-one utensils of the travelling mountebank
encamped on the road-side, with whom we are familiar in the
north.